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So he continued during the afternoon, moving up
with the front-line infantry when it advanced, halting
when the advance was held up, taking on his targets
as they cropped up. The infantry wondered what was
happening. The little groups he passed up and down
the roads regarded the pallid officer in the artillery
truck with a faint amusement. Their private opinion
was that he was " a bit of a mug." They took the
sternly realistic view that anyone messing about in
front who wasn't absolutely compelled to be there,
was asking for trouble. And deserved it! They
rather overlooked the important fact that, being where
he was, Reggie could judge to within fifty yards when
to stop his fire and when to increase his range. Also,
that that fact had an important bearing on their own
individual lives.

On the left flank, with Reggie in his truck only a
hundred yards behind the foremost troops, there
occurred a hold-up. The Second-in-Command hurried
up to him.

" A couple of tanks are coming up that road on the
left, a mile away," he said. " Do what you can
for us."

Noting where the road came into view, Reggie sent
down to the guns a G.F. Target, a warning to the
Battery that it was a moving target so they'd have to
look slippy. He quickly ranged on the bit of road
and ordered: " Fire by order . . . two rounds gun-
fire. . . ."

Miles away, behind Vimy Ridge, the guns were
loaded and ready to fire.

With the earphones clamped to his head, Reggie
kept his glasses fastened on the distant curve of the
road, waiting.

" There they come," shouted the Second-in-Com-
mand, excitedly. But before the words had passed

100